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One 


Author's Notes: 

For Lia and Andy-just cause you gotta love Markus. ;) 
Another gig. 

Another hotel. 

Another night. 

Alone. 


Pushing the door open with his hip, Markus flips on the light. The room smells; then again, they all do. No 
matter how well they were cleaned, they hold remnants of the last occupant, and the one before, and the one 
before and so on. Cigarettes, cheap beer and liquor, sex, despair -- it was all here. Setting his bag next to the 
dresser, Markus flops on the bed, groaning at the too soft mattress and the fact that, as usual, his feet hang 
over the end. Forcing himself to his feet, he strips, looking forward to a long, hot shower and then a night of 


sleep uninterrupted by the shifting and snoring of his bandmates. 


He stands under the spray, his head tipping forward so that it pounds down onto his shoulders, feeling it run 
down his back and the cleft of his ass, winding down his thighs until it hits the porcelain under his feet and 
swirls away, taking his tensions with it. Large hands unwrap the tiny soap, Markus letting out an amused snort 
as it nearly disappears into his palm, rubbing it against his chest and down his arms, lower over his stomach 


until it reaches his dick, lifting the heavy sac and scrubbing behind it, trying to be as businesslike as he could. 


It didn't matter. The first touch of his hand and his mind fills. And as his mind fills, the blood all seems to 

rush to his groin, his cock stirring, twitching and lifting as the shaft fills with heat. Almost reluctantly he 

reaches back, carefully soaping the cheeks of his ass, shuddering as he drags lathered fingers through the 
cleft, stopping to give an extra touch to the tight ring. 


And the thoughts spill over again 
And now it's another hand touching him, stroking up and down the dark slit, another fingertip tracing the ring. 
Nein! 


Markus shakes himself from the dream, giving his body a quick rinse and turning off the water, stepping from 
the tub and grabbing a towel and vigorously drying his hair. Tossing the wet towel aside, he takes another and 
wraps it around his waist, shivering as he goes back into the bedroom, the steamy warmth staying behind. 


Think Markus think! About bass lines and home and anything except.. 


Markus slumps down in the chair. It doesn't matter what he does anymore; it always happens as soon as he 
was alone, or with too much time to think. Even as his mind found its way to that door he tries to keep closed 
and locked he could feel his dick swelling, pushing against the terrycloth, the rough material rubbing the silken 
skin As if a violent wind tore through his brain, the lock snapps and the door bursts open, flooding his head 
with the images he had tried so hard to avoid. 


And as if it had a mind of his own, Markus’ hand slid under the towel, lifting the thickening shaft, his fingers 


curling around it, feeling it pulse, alive in his palm. His eyes drift closed, and suddenly he was no longer alone... 


How long had he wanted this? Days, weeks, years? Since the moment he first saw him..how many nights spent in 
desperate need? Dick thick and hot, pumping into his hand while thoughts blew his mind and his seed But no more. 
Tonight, there's a difference. Tonight, he is not the only one in need. Leaning against the wall, arms crossed, relaxed, 
eyes darkened by the same lust that runs through Markus‘ veins. Naked, fresh from the shower, Markus crosses 
fo him and sinks to his knees. He wants to taste and explore every inch of him, but he has waited so long and now 
the desire grabs and holds and forces. 


Sliding further down in the chair, Markus spreads his legs, running his fingers over his chest, teasing and 
rolling his nipples, his hand now sliding slowly up and down the length of his shaft. 


Markus’ hands stroke his thighs, feeling the muscles jump under his fingers, going higher to the clasp of his jeans 
Thumbing the button open, drawing the zipper down, very slowly, each set of teeth separating, drawing out the 
anticipation. A thatch of hair, the base of a thick shaft peeking out, lower stil until the flaps of denim can be 
spread. Carefully, gently, almost with reverence Markus reaches inside and curls strong fingers around that shaft, 
tugging it free, a quiver of anticipation running through him as he leans forward and laps the head, tasting him for 
the first time. 


Markus groans, dragging his fingers over the head of his cock and bringing them to his mouth, flicking his 
tongue over them to taste the slickness. Raising his leg, he drapes it over the arm of the chair, reaching 


between his thighs and rubbing his fingers behind his balls, his hand still slowly working his dick. 


The taste just makes it worse; what was once a curiosity that plagued his mind is now a need, a need for more of 
the taste, a need for more of that heavy, meaty flavor, a need for him. Markus’ hand massages his own dick as 
he holds the base, his mouth opening to accept the head, lips brushing over the flare and wrapping tight around the 
ridge, his tongue rasping over the tip. A touch of a hand on his head, fingers digging though the curls and rubbing his 
scalp, cupping the back and pushing it down, down to take more of the shaft into his mouth He spreads his legs, 
thrusting his hips, forcing the head into Markus’ throat, his hand falling away as he gags and then swallows, feeling it 
slp further inside until his nose is pressed in the thicket of hair, his senses overloading with the smell and the taste 
and the sheer joy of finally being where he has so long wanted fo be. 


Markus lifts his head, eyes searching the room, finally spotting his bag. Standing, his hand now pinching and 
rolling the head of his dick, he stumbles on unsteady legs to where it awaits, kneeling down on the carpet, 
unmindful of the gritty feeling under his knees, his trembling hand fumbling with the zipper until it finally 
moves, the top of the bag parting as he slides it across. Breathing hard, he fumbles inside, finding the two 
things he is searching for, starting to rise and then moaning, dropping them to the floor and reaching up to 
grasp the edge of the cheap wood. 


The sac is heavy in his palm, the hair coarse, the balls moving freely inside the skin Markus closes his hand around 
the sac, using thick, strong fingers to massage and manipulate, rolling and squeezing, his thumb rubbing the skin He 
Ikes this, Markus can tell. from the quiet moans and the additional precome oozing over his tongue. Hs hands hold 
Markus stil, the easy pumping motions of his hips fucking Markus' mouth, drawing back until Markus can feel the 
ridge under his lps, then pushing back in until the hair tickles Markus‘ face. A tube of lube hits the floor beside 
Markus’ leg. A low groan that Markus cant control makes him shudder, the steady thrusts a litte faster. Markus 
fumbles for the tube, awkwardly opening it and blindly squeezing some onto his fingers 


Reaching down beside him, Markus finds the lube, keeping his eyes closed and fumbling with the lid, squeezing 
some onto his shaking hand. Dropping the tube back on the floor, his rises up on his knees, reaching back and 
moaning as the cold liquid touches his skin. 


He hisses in approval as Markus lubes his own ass, pushing a finger inside and moaning around the dick that glides in 
and out of his mouth. Shoving it as deep as he can, he shivers, feeling the ring tighten around his knuckle, the walls 
inside soft and needy, wanting more. He adds a second, groaning aloud when the dick is taken from him, leaving his 


mouth empty and alone. Markus tips his head back, fucking his ass with his fingers, watching as he moves around 
behind, his eyes glittering with lust, reflecting the desire in Markus’ own 


The hotel room fills with the sounds of desperate groans and slickened flesh thrusting into flesh. Markus leans 
forward, his fingers curling around the edge of the dresser, his eyes still closed, rocking on his knees, fucking 
his ass, preparing himself. 


A hand touches his wrist, strong fingers grasping it and pulling it back, Markus’ fingers pulled from his ass as he 
mumbles a protest He puts his hand in the middle of Markus’ back, pushing him forward until Markus is forced to 
brace a hand on the wall to keep from falling into it, bent forward, waiting, hoping, that he will finish what he has 
started A foot pushes his legs apart, Markus letting out a breath of relief when he feels him kneel between his 
calves. The lube is retrieved and opened again, a dollop squeezed out onto Markus’ fingers. The lube is dropped, the 
hand on Markus’ wrist now guiding him to smear it over the hard dick, still slick with saliva. Turning his head, 
straining to look back over his shoulder, Markus bites his lp as he spreads the thick coolness around. 


Sliding his fingers from his ass, Markus picks up the lube and the other thing he had removed from his bag, 
flipping open the cap and squeezing some onto the smooth plastic. Dropping the lube, shaking fingers coat the 
vibrator, Markus spreading his legs wider and reaching back to place the blunt head against his ass. 


The first touch from the tp of his dick and Markus is already moaning, anticipation of what is fo come making his 
dick throb, jutting up until it is nearly brushing his stomach A slow push and his ass is spreading around that 
mushroom head, opening wider as it flares, closing back down as the slightly smaller shaft begins to work its way in 


behind 


Tucking his feet close together, Markus grips the vibrator with the sides of his heels, guiding the plastic with 
his fingers as he lowers himself, a long steady moan torn from his throat as the end slips inside, the ring 


clinging to it as he sits slowly back. 


The press of his balls against Markus signals that all of him is inside, filling the passage. He pulls back, thrusting 
forward, smooth and fast, setting a rhythm, working in and out of Markus’ hole, fucking him as he'd longed to be 
fucked 


Bracing his hand on the dresser, Markus rises and falls on the mock dick, fucking his ass fast and hard, his 
hand gripping his dick, wanking it roughly. 


Faster, harder, short stabs and long strokes, balls slapping against Markus’ ass. Markus arches, crying out as a hand 
snakes around him, grabbing his dick and pulling it hard, twisting and pumping. 


Markus lets go of the dresser, taking his balls in his hand and massaging them hard, lifting himself and 
dropping back down, clenching himself around the smooth surface stroking inside his ass. 


Driving, powerful thrusts, the force sending Markus forward, his head nearly knocking the wall as he slamms 
forward, a moment of reprieve as he pulls back only to hammer again Fucking, pure base fucking, Markus trying to 


hold onto every feeling, touch and smell, wanting to feel the hot come bathe his ass but at the same time never 
wanting it to end, each stroke pushing them nearer, higher, to a point where nothing would remain except the ending 
they both craved 


Gasping, wanking his dick and teasing his balls, fucking himself fast and hard, Markus feels the shivers begin, 
running up his spine like ghostly fingers. The first flashes of colors spinning behind his eyes, his balls hot and 
tight, his dick throbbing and pulsing, his ass grasping and clinging. 


Shudders wrack Markus’ frame, slamming his ass back to take every bit of the dick pounding inside him, until his 
world explodes in a myriad of colors, shaking and moaning, his dick twitching and shooting thick ropes of come that 
splatter the wall and onto the floor. A last hard thrust and a sharp cry and warm wet heat floods inside him, 
convulsive jerks of his hips making his dick thrust again and again as he empties his seed, caught in the rippling vise 
of Markus’ ass. 


Markus cries out, shoving his ass down hard on the vibrator as he archs his back and comes, his seed arcing 
into the air to land on the wooden drawers, running down over them in long, thick trails to drip onto the 
carpet. Markus strokes himself again and again, wringing his balls dry, his ass clenching around the cylinder 


with every pulse of his orgasm. 


Gasping, shaking, Markus shivers and moans when he feels the softening dick slp from his ass. Still on his knees, 
hand braced on the wall, he waits, the soft click of a closing door making him turn his head, eyes searching the 
room. He was gone, as if he had never been, leaving behind only the thick seed that was running down the back of 
Markus’ thigh 


Markus shudders, his muscles still shaking as he reaches around and carefully pulls the vibrator from his ass, 
hissing as the smooth plastic slides from inside him. Dropping it to the floor, he uses the edge of the dresser 
to pull himself to his feet, walking on unsteady legs to the bed. Pulling the blankets and sheets back he climbs 


in, taking a pillow and curling around it as he turns on his side. 
Sighing, he closes his eyes. In his mind, the door closes as well, locking his thoughts away. 


Until the next time. 


